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SNAFU 


Supple lips, wandering fingertips and bucking hips: All of them melted together in the centre of the bed. The 
blonde sat on Izzy's lap, gangly, marathon toned legs locked around his waist as he rode Izzy's cock. lzzy had 
his arms hooked beneath Duffs, hands stroking along the bassist's back, silk gown pooled in his elbows, his own, 
tanned skin covered with glaringly red bite marks. Marks that bruise purple, puce and blue. Marks that would 
require more than garishly patterned shirts and scarves to hide them. 


Rocking his hips upwards, Izzy growled, nose nudging a wave of peroxide hair from Duffs throat as his lips 
sought out the supple droplet of an earlobe. Duff let out a guttural groan, legs tightening around Izzy as the 


brunette teasingly curled his tongue around the sensitive shell of his ear. 


Both were so lost in the throes of heated passion that they didn’t notice the shadow that repeatedly flitted 
past the window. A shadow cloaked in a rain cape, hands and arms filled with the boxes of someone preparing 
to move in. Someone who believed they were starting a new life, with a new partner. Someone who had no clue 


what was currently happening behind the closed bedroom door. 


Groaning as hands tore at his hair, Izzy sank his teeth into the soft flesh of the tall blonde's throat. Duff 


towered over him, nose buried against Izzy's head as he softly breathed his name, sweat sticky flesh rubbing 


against sweat sticky flesh. The warm fuzzy rush of pleasure began to sweep through the guitarist's body, his 
vision blurring and heart pounding as he panted Duff's name, tongue sweeping over the small crescent wounds 
in the blonde's neck 


So close.. m coming.. So close.. 


He clung to the taller man, nails raking into the firm flesh of his back, leaving train tracks of red in their wake. 
Desperately, Izzy rocked his hips, so close to orgasm that even if he could, he wouldn't have stopped. The 
over-whelming urge was there, the over-whelming kick of adrenaline that pulsated through him. Over the 
years, the memories had faded. The ones that he'd spent the nights between bands and wife and girlfriends 
jerking off to had faded to mere sepia photographs that were useless. But now, with the lanky bassist back in 
his lap, everything flooded back through Izzy's mind, spiralling through him and straight to his groin. Gritting 
his teeth, Izzy bucked his hips upwards strong fingers tore at his short hair. 


They were so lost in the moment that neither of them heard the near silent creak of the door. Nor did the 
hear the slight swoosh as it brushed against the carpet. 


"Fuck!" Sinking his nails into Duff's shoulders, Izzy pushed his hips upwards, one last time, the blinding red 
fireworks flashing behind his eyes as he spilled his warm seed deep inside the blonde. 


His heart raced as he carried on thrusting, pleasure making him mumble incoherently into his lover's ear as he 


encouraged Duff to follow suit. 


A second later and Izzy found himself bowing as Duff arched backwards, smiling and sighing, twitching as 
strings of warm come splattered against Izzy's stomach. Grinning, Izzy nipped at Duff's throat as he held him 
upright, the beautiful memories of their younger years suddenly becoming flooded with wonderful Technicolour 


once more. 
"Now that was just bee-you-ti-ful,” a voice dripping with scorn purred. 


Feeling his heart drop through the floor, Izzy dropped his hands from Duff. The blonde had frozen in his lap, 
eyes wide as he gazed silently ahead. Izzy wasn't sure he wanted to follow that gaze, wasn't sure he wanted to 
look into the eyes that he could feel boring into the back of his head. In a desperate bid to save face, Izzy 
plastered his sweetest smile to his lips and lay back, stretching a hand out to the long haired woman who 


stood behind him. 


"Sweetheart," he said, eyes sparkling as his voice dropped into the soft one that seemed to get him whatever 


he wanted. 


Green eyes narrowed and glared at him, sending chills along his spine as fingers edged with bitten fingernails 


flicked his hand away. 


"Don't you sweetheart me, Isbelle," she hissed. 


Izzy's heart plummeted further at the sound. His well perfected sweet and innocent act worked most of the 


time. Just not this one.. 


Time to go in for the kill, he thought as he let his eyes widen to the puppy-dog expression he'd become famous 
for. 


"Baby, it's not what it looks like." his voice died in his throat as a look that should have put in somewhere in 
the bowels of Hell was thrown his way. 


"Jeff" The woman carried on glaring, eyes eating him up like a wolf stared at its dinner, her fingers tapping at 
her crossed arms. "Jeffrey. | don't know if you've noticed but Duff is currently sitting in your lap." His Ado- 
nothing-you-have-no-proof smile crept over his lips, a gesture which only seemed to raise the blood pressure 


of his girlfriend further as she screamed, "And you're both naked! 
His grin faded into the little boy lost look which had won him every battle since he was a child. 


"Well. See." Izzy desperately tried to buy time as he tipped the naked bassist from his lap. Duff, obviously 
frozen with fright, had seen fit to sit there much longer than required. 


If only youd moved earlier, blondie. \zzy shot Duff death dagger glares, the lanky musician staring back as he 
gathered his clothes and hurriedly left. The door slammed shut in Duff's wake and Izzy suddenly felt extremely 


naked and exposed. 


Swinging his legs over the edge of the bed, he sat, hands guiltily covering his modesty as he looked up at the 
red-haired woman he called his girlfriend. Until now. The guilty smile returned to his lips and, from the heat in 
his skin, Izzy knew he was blushing furiously. He didn't even know why he was worrying; it wasn't the first 
time he'd been caught in comprising positions by his other halves. A niggling feeling told him it was probably 
the last. 


Damn Duff and his damn sex drive. Cant keep his filthy hands to his fuckin’ self. 
With pursed lips and a hand on her hip, his girlfriend carried on trying to silently kill him. Desperately trying to 
whet his dry throat, Izzy wondered if now would be a good time to go and find a shovel. A shallow grave out 


the back would probably suffice. No doubt she'd be tipping the gasoline in to hide the rest of the evidence. 


"Going to explain yourself?" She leaned down, face close to Izzy's. Wriggling, the guitarist leaned back, the little 
smile still on his lips. 


"What do you want me to say?" he finally managed to muster, a blush still sitting on his cheeks. 


A scream of frustration, a scream that only a woman scorned could produce, filled the room, those slender, 


yet strong, female fingers grabbing at his hair and pulling him close. 


| have just caught you fucking the bassist from your ex band on the bed that WE fuck onl" Hot breath that 
could have come from the very depths of hell hit his face. "An apology would be a good start!" 


The shock wave of her outburst sent Izzy reeling back to the bed. Resting on his elbows and staring up at her, 
every ounce of playful |-know-|-can-wheedle-my-way-out-of-this fight drained from his system. Coughing 
gently, he pushed himself upright, hands once more falling to his lap in an effort to preserve the tiny, 
microscopic shreds of his modesty that were left. Other than it being an automatic reaction, Izzy didn't know 


why he did it; even Hubble wouldn't be able to find what was left of his decency. 


Jaw set and lips pursued, the redhead glowered at him. "Get up." He did as he was told, back to her as he 


reached for his clothes. "Leave them" 


Standing up, Izzy looked over his shoulder, the simpering look back in his eyes. She didn't respond, instead 
shaking her head and pointing to the door. 


"Out!" 


"But -" Izzy began to protest but thought better of it as a finger directed him to the bedroom door. "You 
can't kick me out!" he said weakly, finally finding his voice. "This is my house!" 


"Oh, I'm not kicking you out, Stradlin" A mischievous grin came to her lips, eyes darkening. "But | am going to 


make you cook dinner." 


Izzy's face paled as he left the room, the warm breeze making his skin goosebump. There was one thing worse 
than being kicked out of a house naked and that was cooking in the nude. He'd done once it once before and 


regretted it. A trip to ER with superfluous burns had taught him that, at the very least, he needed to wear 


an apron while cooking. An apron that at least covered his nether regions. 


Stepping into the kitchen, he flinched at the memory before turning to his girlfriend. The look on her face told 
him that if he didn't make her something to eat then it would be his bones she'd be picking clean 


"A-Anything in p-particular?" he stammered as he tried to lean against the table. Tried to look at ease. 


But it failed and he knew that he just looked like the guilty party he was. Caught screwing the sexy bassist and 


now he was going to pay the humiliating price. 


She licked her lips, stepping closer as she reached claw-like fingers to stroke his cheek. The smirk stayed on 
her lips, eyes eating him up. 


"Pan fried chicken, sautéed with lemon" She pressed her face closer, breath mint freshened breath washing 
over him. Letting out a groan, Izzy shivered, his body reacting. His growing erection was flicked and lips 
brushed his ear. "Down boy. You've had your fun for today. Time for me to have mine." 


The warmth pulled away and Izzy let out a regretful groan as he opened his eyes. Flinching at the cold tiles 
beneath his feet, he turned and eyed up a table piled high with groceries. Not only had she moved her stuff in, 
it also looked like she'd moved in a good portion of the local supermarket. Izzy's heart dropped as he wondered 
whether all the shopping were supplies in case the country was bombed. Or if that wicked glint in her eye had 
meant she was going to hold him hostage. 


Instinctively, he reached for the apron only for a sharp "No!" to stop him in his tracks. 


With pleading eyes, he looked over his shoulder, taking in the furious red-head, her fingers still tapping at her 
arms. Hand dropping back to his side, Izzy sighed and turned, body slumping as he walked to the table and 
began picking at the food. Without looking up, he began to prepare everything, trying, and failing, to forget 
about the woman behind him. The woman whose eyes he could feel boring into his body, taking him in. The 


woman he knew was smirking at that instant. 


Placing a pan on the stove, Izzy cautiously turned it on, teeth digging into his lower lip as he did. Oil began to 
bubble and pop, hopping up and down like cats on coals as Izzy grimaced and stepped closer, the chopping board 
of diced chicken clutched close to his naked skin. He didn't want to get any closer, didn't want to feel the 
burning fluid on his skin. But it was his punishment and he knew he had to take it like the man he was. 


Flicking his wrist, he dumped the meat onto the hot metal, letting out a yelp of pain as he jumped back, 
droplets of oil escaping and splashing against his skin. Over the sound of the sizzling meat and his mewls of 
pain, he could hear his girlfriend laughing. A low and tormenting laugh. 


"Play with fire," she purred, "and you're going to get burned” 


He looked over his shoulder, eyes pleading as he stared at her. Instead of receiving the sympathy he thought 
he was due, she just laughed harder, leaning against the door as she flicked hair from her eyes. 


"Carry on ‘cause momma's hungry.” 


Chewing on a fingernail, Izzy did as he was told, slowly approaching the cooker as if it were a rabid dog. His 
fingers closed around the bottle of lemon juice, slowly working the lid from it as he grasped the handle of the 
pan with his free hand. Arching as far away from the stove as he could, Izzy tossed the juice into the hellish 
heat of the pan. Another cry of pain left his lips as a brief blast of flame sprang into the air, heat and 
burning oil once more touching his skin. He looked down, taking in the tiny red pock-marks of burns that now 
dotted his skin. It wasn't bad and he knew she would deliberately hurt him too much but still.. Any lower and 
any chances he had left of fathering kids was going to go up in smoke. 


"So how was he?" her voice, the voice of the woman he loved, still teased and tormented him. "Was he good? 


Better than me? Did you enjoy fuckin’ him senseless?" 


Grinding his teeth together, Izzy tightened his grip on the pan handle, not daring to speak or look at her. He 


knew he'd only have to look into her face and his body would break out in a blush a darker red than the burns. 


"What's it like Izzy?" her voice lowered, become husky, almost dripping with lust. "What's it like to fuck a man 
as gorgeous as Duff?" A finger touched his back and began to slowly trace lower, sending shivers through him 
as it counted his vertebrae. "Maybe | should give him a go," she purred, teeth nipping at his ear. 


The pan crashed from his hand and to the floor, the noise reverberating around the kitchen as chicken and 
lemon juice-laced oil flew across the floor. Heart pounding, Izzy jumped, turning to his girlfriend with wide eyes 


as he hopped out of the way, toes barely missing the red-hot liquid. 
"W-What?l" he managed to stammer, eyes bugging out of his head. 


‘Oh yes." There was that grin on her lips, the shit eating "I can do whatever | want and have whoever | want" 
grin that he'd only ever seen on one other person "I'll go fetch Duff from wherever he's hiding and give him a 
fucking that he'll never forget. And I'll make you watch." Her eyes flicked to the floor, dissatisfaction crossing 
her face. "Are you going to eat that?" 


His own eyes followed hers, taking in trodden on chicken and dust-gathering oil. "N-No." 


Once more, she looked at him, eyes glinting. "Oh you are, Isbelle. You're gonna prove to me that that floor is 
good enough to eat from." She snapped her slender fingers, indicating to the floor like she did with the dog. 
"Get to it" 


"No," he replied firmly. 


The grin that was still plastered to her face, widened and she stepped up to him, deftly stepping around the 


mess on the floor. 


A hand clamped over his head as she pushed him to his knees. "Yes, you are. You made this mess and you're 


going to clean it up." 


Shame flushed his skin and he looked up at her, eyes silently pleading. But there was no way out, no escape. He 
had to take this and take it like a man. Submitting to a woman, when was the last time that had happened? 
Izzy couldn't remember and didn't know if he particularly wanted to remember. It had probably been as 


humiliating as this was. 


Picking up a piece of chicken, he turned his attention to the floor, not wanting to look at her, not wanting to 
see the smirk of satisfaction that she no doubt wore. Cautiously he ate it. It didn't taste so bad but the 
thoughts of happened on this floor danced through his brain. Dirty feet, a dirty dog, dirty gardening tools; they 
had all been on this floor at some point. Izzy couldn't remember the last time he'd cleaned it. Sure, it had been 


swept down but when had it last seen a mop and bucket and not just a damp rag? He couldn't remember. 


One by one, the pieces of citrus soaked chicken disappeared into his mouth, ignoring the chuckling female who 


stood over him. 

"Thats it," she sadistically encouraged. ‘Eat up every last bit. You're going to need all your energy” 
Once more, Izzy felt himself flush as he locked up to her, a piece of meat dangling from his fingers. 
"What?" he quietly asked 


She nodded to what was grasped in his fingers. "Last bit, Izzy, then | want you to go find the video camera. 


You know, the nice expensive one you brought a while back for documenting your travels." 


A lump formed in his throat and Izzy could feel his eyes go wide. He carried on staring at her, not daring to 


move. Quietly he waited for what she was going say next. 

She chuckled, eyes sparkling with masochistic mischief. "| want you to set it up in the bedroom.” 
Izzy sank back onto his heels, the chicken falling listlessly from his fingers as he waited. 

"Then | want you to go find Duff." 

His heart quickly followed the meat, dropping to his stomach as realisation picked at his brain 
"You're gonna-?" he managed to to splutter before his voice trailed off. 


"Oh no” She shook her head before letting her gaze settle back onto her embarrassed boyfriend. "But you are." 


